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A Message for the Marshal 

Marshal Dan Troop plans for a short holiday 
and gives Deputy Johnny McKay complete 
Instructions for carrying on In his absence. 
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But as soon as he is gone, Laramie is be- 
sieged by ruthless men who threaten the 
lives of innocent townspeople. Johnny finds 
himself trapped, and unable to leave the 
scene to send for help. 

Everything depends on Johnny's ability to 
successfully get a message through to Mar- 
shal Troop ... for only the marshal would 
know how to cope with the desperadoes. 





Hide-out in Laramie 

,- u havior of a newcomer to town 
The peculiar behavior or strangers 

ond the sudden , app a nee ot y . 

arouses the suspicions nde 

Within minutes, he =nd Deput y^ ^.^ 
^erdV-enTmorecnmelnthe territory. 
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PELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



reduced by Western 
diitribution of this 
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UNMU TO HCT, JOHNNY M'KHY IS HELPLESS OS THE OUTLAWS MOKE GOOD THEIR ESCHPi 





Johnny eers his house dnp is jo/ned by some 

OP THl TOWNSMEN ... 



WE'LL HAVE TO FOLLOW THEM... BUT 

pout anyone fire a gun — A , 

WRONG MOVE CODLP GET THAT ___/ ■#■ Tf 
WOMAN OR BOY KILLED ' 




JUST WE AND MY SOY, 
ALBEBT...BUT WE HAVEN'T 
ANY WONEY! PLEASt 
PON'T 



(JUST HEM) TO 
YOUR PLACE .' 
WE'LL STAY 
THEBE TILL 
WE SET «0«E 
HORSES.' , 

~~1I 





RELEASE THE WOMAN AND 
BO/ AND I'LL SEE THAT YttLl 
GET TO THE 80RDER 
UNHARMED... 




BUT GOSH, MARSHAL 
...THE DEPUTY SAID 
HE WAS CROSSIN' 

cottson's <**€* 

TO THE BORDER ! 

EVERYBODY KNOWS 

THAT'S NOT THE 

WAY TO THE 

BOEDER i 




HI'S DUMB LIKE A MX, 60V ! FRED - 
PETE — VOL! TWO COASE WITH ME ! ONE OF 
yOU OTHERS SEE THAT MRS. STONE AND 
HER Boy SET A PLACE To STAy TONISHT". 
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AND BE SURE THAT TH05E HORSES 
ARE DELIVERED TO THE RANCH AT 
SUN-UP.. .DON'T ANYONE TRY TO 
FOLLOW THEM... LEAVE THE 
BEST TO US I 




THE HEKT M0BAIIN6*» \ 

OUST REWEM8ER, OEPUTV 

.IT'S THREE AGAINST ONE 

YOU WERE HERO ENOUGH 

LAST NIGHT.. .OON'T PUSH 

YOUR LUCK " 



AT IHtkT MOtoevr, SOME MUSS PtSIWT*. 



PETE, YOU RIPE ON UP TO / RlfiUT, MARSHAL!! 
BOULPER HILL — ' SIGNAL 
US WHEN YOU SEE THEA\ fc£o- 1 
, COMING .' 




I HEAR -A, DEPUTY 
...1W NOT DEAF.' 




THE 
IUCKY 
BUCK 





rt> like to get the ^ 

KOUSHE5T ONE VDUVE 
GOT/ I WANT TO MAKE 
UP FOR LOST TIME-/V 


DEMTDN,VOL) , 
OLD OWLHOOT/ 


~^r 




k^ 


k§M 


>^\i i/pp 


$S2J/f v i/'< 


v?$» 


t* iiJ *' S%y\ 




■>MDf?n.y, TUB 6ADDLB &FOWC COW7£sr 
6r/tLED /MTO Th'BO/PT- ■ - 




i/w/t. p/£ has/sue status ■* - - 




COULDN'T HELP OVEPHEARlfJG 
YOUR CONVERSATJON,BEN.' 
SORRY ID HEAR ABOUT 
. -. THE ROBBERY. " 




I'M STARTING MVOWN 
ROPEO TOMORROW- 
T1?AV,' OVER IN SANDY 
CREEK.' MAYBE VOU 
CAN PKXUPSOME 
QUIC< MONEY OVER 
THEf?E".|F YOU 
E1PEMV WAV/ 




SURE /BUT ILL 6E WAITING RIGHT ^ 
OUTSIPE TO LINE UP SOME 1 OP THE 
60Y5/ANP I'VE GOT THE MONEY ^. 
TO PAY' 




NOT 50 FA£i;A\i5T£R. 
T WANT A BETTER 
LOOK AT THAT 
- MONEY," 




THIS IS g£N'6 MONE^^B >Jft 

jawisow/ you r^ — ^^■^zZZIT 
stole ir/ ^-^7That'5 --.rrx^ 'i 
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well, I tolp you r spent #vy last few 

POLLAf?5 FOP ENTRY FEES, !?Bfl EMBER ? 

one of them was a lucky buck i hap 
been Sawng for years ' 



THAT'S RIGHT/.. tUlS DOLLAR I 
PATCHEC? WITH PAPER ANE> GLUE A 

couple of times. 'and ir was right 
on top of the stack m JAMIKWS 
satchel/ 






Big Jim Loftus walked slowly along the main 
street of Little Falls, enjoying the sights. He 
was quite a sight himself — six feet, four 
inches tall, with shoulders as wide as a door. 
He had a short, bushy beard, and his hair 
hadn't been cut for six months. And he was 
dirty! Clay mud caked his old boots and the 
torn knees of his trousers. Even his shirt was 
mud-colored. The only clean, bright things 
about him were his blue eyes and his fine, 
gleaming teeth. 

Suddenly he let out a yell which stopped 
traffic and turned passersby pale. 

"YEE-HOO!" he whooped. "I'm as hungry 
as a bear with two stomachs!" . 

He plunged into a -restaurant, picked the 
first empty table, and sat down, beckoning to 
the pretty waitress. 

"Bring me the best you've got!" he thun- 
dered, with a white-toothed grin. 

The waitress looked this muddy man- 
mountain over and elevated her nose. 

"Here's the menu!" she said, icily. 

"I'll take ALL of it!" replied Big Jim. waving 
the card aside. "Don't worry, little girl — I can 
afford it! Here's for the meal — and here's for 
your tip!" 

As he spoke, he. rolled out on the table two 
gold nuggets as big as plums. Big lim Loftus 
was like that: he never did anything in a 
small way, but when he had struck a rich 
placer pocket and come to town to spend it, 
he was magnificent! 

Jim ate everthing on that restaurant's menu, 
and then he headed for a barber shop. Like 
the restaurant, it was a neat, quiet place. The 
barber wore a spotless white jacket, and he 
shuddered at the sight of Big Jim's muddy 
clothes and his matted, dirt-caked hair and 
beard. 

"There's a public bath house down the 
street—" he began. But Big Jim cut him short. 

"I'll wash later," he grunted, dropping his 
two hundred and fifty pounds of bone and 



old- oat of 



muscle into the chair. "Give me a shave and 
" a haircut. Throw in a massage, and all my hair 
is yours — for what you can get out of it! Is it 
a deal?" 

The barber's face turned red, like that of an 
angry turkey gobbler. 

"Absolutely not!" he sputtered. "I do a 
cash business, and the price for — for THAT 
HAY HARVEST will be two dollars!" 

Big Jim settled back and chuckled. 

"Two dollars it is, then," he replied- "But 
you bring a dish pan, or something, and save 
every scrap of hair you take off!" 

The barber brought a big tin basin. He 
snipped and sheared and lathered and shaved 
and clipped for all of an hour. And with Big 
Jim watching him he saved every snipping— 
even to the lather and all the mud and as- 
sorted dirt mixed up in it. 

When the job was done, Jim ordered the 
barber to fill the basin with water. Then he 
soused all the hair snippings, the locks and 
the curls until they were clean. After that he 
strained them gut with his fingers and tossed 
them aside. 

By this time three or four more customers 
had come into the shop. They all looked as if 
they thought Big Jim was crazy. And when 
Jim started sloshing the water out of the basin 
a little at a time, they were SURE that he was. 

But Big Jim Loftus was anything but crazy. 
An experienced placer miner, he was simply 
washing the dirt from his hair and beard — a 
six month's accumulation — gathering the gold 
dust from it. When he finished he had a nice 
little spot of "color" in the pan. He pulled a 
big poke of gold dust and nuggets from his 
pocket and then poured in the newly washed 
dust. 

"About ten dollars and forty cents worth, 
barber!" he rumbled. "Gold right out of them 
thar hills! It would all have been yours, if 
you'd taken my deal... As it is you get just 
two dollars — cash!" 



iURE IS BEAUTIFUL, HO DIFFERENT THAN 
ISN'T SHE, MB.TBOOP* ANY OTHEB STAGECOACH, 
JOHNNX.. 




1 CAWE TO LARAMIE FOR 

PEACE AND QUIET. ..ANP 

THAT IS ALL I ASK ' 

«OOP PAY, SIR i 




PON'T WOBRy, 
dOHNNy... THERE 
ABE OTHEE PRETTY 

OTIS IN TOWN... 


I KN0>N...BUT NOT 
[.1KB THAT ONE... 
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t«7iBT)W7-pgy...| 



MYSTEKy IS RIGHT .' SHE 
HASN'T LEFT HER HOTEL 
ROOK SINCE SHE ARRIVED! 
SHE EVEN HAD HER 
MEAL SENT UP I 




IT'S POSSIBLE, MB. 
TROOP... BUT SOMETHING 
ABOUT HER BOTHERS ME 
...ilMT DOESN'T SEEM 
NATURAL STAYIN' ALL , 
COOPED UP LIKE 
THAT... 




m MLLomna Day, orrm jamw was just 

flgOUT GIVEN UP E^ER SEEING THE GIRL flgfl/N/.. 
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NOW, IF YOU'LL EXCUSE BUT I DON'T 
ME, DEPUTY.. . I'M 60INS EVEN KNOW 
BACK TO MY ROOM .' I YOUR NAME .' 



AND PLEASE DON'T 
BOTHER TO FIND OUT.' 
I JUST WISH TO BE 
LEFT ALONE... 



BUT YOU JUST 
SAID... I MEAN, 
WHY DID YOU...? 7 




IW GOING TO CHECK MY FILES ON 
WANTED CRIMINALS... MAYBE WAT'S 
WHERE I SAW THOSE TWO .. .AS FOB 
YOU, I THINK YOU'D BETTER FIND 
YOURSELF A NICE LSCUL GIRL 
FOR THE PANCE I 




I DON'T UNDERSTAND 
WHAT YOU'RE GETTING 
AT, MR. TROOP * 



YOUR "MYSTERY GIRL" 
... SHE FITS THE 
DESCRIPTION 



AND SUE KISSED WE JUST 
WHEN THOSE TWO RODE BY 
...SO THEY WOULDN'T SEE 
HER.' SO THAT WAS THE 
REASON .' 




Dm reus rue em wuor he mows und rmuY... 



DON'T YOU UNDERSTAND... NOW 
THEY'RE FREE AND THEY'VE COME 
LOOKING FOB YOU / YOU CAN'T 
KEEP SUNNING 
FOREVER .' 




BUT POK'T WORK* M\55 
...THE MARSHAL ANDI 
WILL SEE THAT WU SET 
THERE SAFELY ' 




SHE'S RIDIN 1 ]M LET'S GO ' THIS Tl WE WE'LL 
SHUT H£8 UP FOR GOQO,' 



4t4Q JUST SECONDS (JFTER THE OUTLAWS 
ISffVE TOWN. JOHHHY CULLS TO DM.*. 
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SHE'S SEEN US NOW | 
NO SENSE WAmN' 
ANY LONGER \ 


IF WE TAKE CARE OF HER 
1 HERE, NOBOPY'LL FWO 
1 HER FOR WEEKS... « 
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I Was a fool, peputy 

...1 KNOW NOW THAT I 
WAS WCONG AND I 
PROMISE TO Go BACK 
TO TESTIFY .' AND PLEASE 
FOEGlVE me FOR HITTING YOU 



THAT KISS 
YOU GAVE WE 
KINDA MADE 
UP FOR THE 
BUMP ON MY 
HEAD... 
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Nothing in the world is like Wyoming's Yellowstone Na- 
tional Park. It is no wonder, then, that when the first 
white man to discover the spot reported seeing steam 
spray into the air, the earth bubble, and rivers cascade 
over magnificent falls, he was called a teller of tall tales. 




John Colter, a fur trapper, first discovered 
Yellowstone in'the early 1800' s. Later, Jim 
Eridger, the famous scout, also saw it and 
recounted fantastic tales of this region of 
breathtaking beauty and weird wonders. 




Not until 1S70 did an official mapping 
party make a serious search for the place 
which had been reported before in such 
unbelievable superlatives. Starting out in 
disbelief, they remained to marvel. 
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TO PARENTS W 



As a result, Yellowstone became the first 
of our national parks. Today, there is a 
chain of them all across the country — land 
reserved by a government .of the people 
for the enjoyment of all the people. 



The Dell Trademark is, and always 
hat been, a positive guarantee that 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be sure it contains only good 
fun. "dell comics are good comics" 
it our only credo and constant goal. 
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DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS' 



COOAC 




"On cattle drives, every 
man has a job to do, and 
every job is important. 



"When cowboys spent months on the lonely trail, driving 
huge herds of cattle hundreds of miles to the lush graz- 
ing lands of Wyoming, it is easy to understand why they 
looked on their cook as just about the most important 
member of the crew. He was a man with problems, too! 




"One of these was the weather. On hot 
nights, bread dough rose too fast, and he 
would have to keep kneading it down. 
On cold nights, he had to keep the dough 
warm, or it wouldn't rise at all. 



'Tt was absolutely necessary that the crew 
camp where some kind of timber was 
available. The fire on which he cooked was 
important, so he had to know the heat- 
producing qualities of all kinds of wood. 




"The first man up in the morning, the last 
man bedded down at night, there was 
hardly a minute when he wasn't working. 
When he wasn't cooking, he was scouring 
pots and pans or sharpening knives. 



"The cook had to be a bullwhacker, too. 
He drove his own wagon and team — 
often where there were no roads at 
all - always pressing toward Wyoming 
and the end of the trail drive." 



I NEED HELP, MARSHAL.' 
I CAME HERE LAST WEEK l 
FROM BACK EAST, AND I 
FIND I CAN'T EVEN GET 
NEAR THE LAND I BOUGHT 
IT'S SMACK DAB IN THE 
MIDDLE OF 50MEONE 
ELSE'5 SPREAD ' 



BOA£ANZ A£AND 




